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Duff's shift is done so he's heading for the parking lot, dusting baking powder off his hands and out of his hair, 


muttering as he walks. 


Reaching his truck, he's pleasantly surprised to find Izzy leaning against it, looking the very personification of 
the word ‘cool' with a cigarette dangling from his lips, hair and mirrored shades hiding his features. 


"You lookin’ for a ride, Stradlin?" Duff enquires with a coy smirk. 
"With you? Always!" Izzy replies with a coy smirk of his own 
Alright, they could continue standing in the parking lot grinning at each other like asylum patients on a day 


pass but Duff decides it's a little cold out for that so he hauls his keys out of his jacket and they both climb 
into the truck, sitting as close together as possible while still allowing Duff enough room to put the keys in the 


ignition to start it up. 

Izzy leans in and nuzzles at Duff's cheek, eliciting an unexpected and very indignant squawk. Which turns out to 
be one of pain since he has totally forgotten the cigarette still dangling from his lips and so has managed to 
burn the sensitive skin of Duff's right earlobe. 

He apologises profusely and throws the offending cigarette out of the window. 


The closed window. 


"Crap, Izzy!" Duff whines, rubbing at his ear. "Did you come here for a ride home or to maim me with 


amateur arson?" 


Izzy apologises again and stamps out the cigarette with the heel of his boot leaving yet another scorch mark 


on the floor of the truck. 


"Don't think anyone'll be home," he whispers to Duff, "so how fast do you think we can get there? | wanna try 
out Axl's brand new just-outta-the-skip mattress!" 


Duff blinks. 

"Please tell me the plastic was still on it!" he begs, looking at Izzy with wide horrified eyes. 

Izzy cackles. 

"Well, most of it was so step on it, Mckagan!" and Duff does. 

Less than ten minutes and several hair raising traffic violations later, they're bursting through the front door 
and heading for the stairs with the desperation of two manacled together convicts who have just survived a 
prison bus transport crash and are now on the run from the US Marshalls who are wielding firearms and 
being lead by a large pack of baying bloodhounds. 

A sudden wail stops both of them in their tracks. 

"What the fuck was that?" Izzy whispers. 

"Don't know, don't care!" Duff answers and grabs him by the arm. "Let's go fuck each other senseless!" 

Izzy shrugs and nods. 


Another wail interrupts their progress. 


"Is coming from the kitchen," Izzy says quietly, looking perplexed. 


“Again, | don't care. Now come onl” Duff urges. 

Izzy looks towards the kitchen. 

"lm gonna check it out,” he announces. 

Fine,” Duff declares, "Ill just go get naked and start without you then!" and he clatters up the stairs. 
Izzy's a little put out. 


What if there's a ghost in the kitchen? Or a wild animal? How could Duff be so heartless and leave him to 
check it out alone? On the other hand, why is he leaving Duff to get naked and horny without him? 


Shaking off these thoughts, he walks tentatively towards the kitchen, the image of a bear foraging for food in 
there forming in his mind. Alongside an image of Duff stripping off and climbing on top of him, which he 
supposes would be a whole lot better than being mauled to death by the imaginary bear. 

Sighing, he cracks open the kitchen door slightly and pokes his head inside. 


Steven is standing at the sink, back to the door, making cooing noises at his arms. 


Since this is one of the less odd things Izzy has seen him do, he ventures inside, stopping dead when Steven 
turns to face him with a huge smile and a squirming bundle of something pink held close to his chest. 


"Hey Iz!" he greets cheerily. "Look what I've got!" and he holds out his arms, an expression of pure joy on his 


face. 

Izzy stares. 

Because it's a baby. 

A real, human, squirming, wailing baby. 

And someone has seen fit to give it to Steven. 

At least, Izzy hopes someone gave it to him. 

Any other possibility will see the entire band arrested, charged and imprisoned on a huge number of charges, 
ranging from kidnap of a minor to homicide of a halfwit when they all bludgeon Steven to death with an 


unfortunate and very bewildered law clerk in the courtroom during their trial. 


"This is Ellie," Steven announces, totally oblivious to the fact that Izzy is on the verge of a stroke. 


"Baby," Izzy whispers shakily. "You have a baby in the kitchen In our kitchen. Oh God! Oh Jesus! Duff! | have to 
get Duff!" and he tears out of the room, pounding up the stairs. 


He bursts into his bedroom, eyes lighting on Duff, breathing unsteadily at him. 


"Glad to see you're excited about this, Iz! Can you help me get my pants off? They're a little tight!" Duff asks 


enthusiastically. 

"SHUT UPI" Izzy screeches, tearing at his hair. 

Duff is offended and opens his mouth to make his feelings known about this but is rudely interrupted. 
"Steven In the kitchen With a baby," Izzy pants, pointing in the direction of the stairs. 

Duff waits for a beat because he's expecting some kind of follow up. 

When none is forthcoming, he replies, "Colonel Mustard. In the pantry. With a candlestick. 

"Wh... What?" Izzy asks in a confounded tone. 


"I thought you were doing some kind of weird Cluedo role playing game!" Duff retorts, still struggling with his 
pants. 


Judging from his expression, it's quite clear that Izzy does not want to role play Cluedo. Or help Duff take his 
pants off. 


He darts forward and grabs both of Duff's upper arms, getting right up in his face. 


"Listen to me," he intones seriously. "Steven is in the kitchen and he has a baby. A real baby. You need to 


come with me. Now!" and he starts dragging Duff out of the room. 


"Sweet Lord! Izzy has gone mad and is telling me that Steven has given birth in the kitchen!" Duff thinks. 
"Either that or he's on an acid trip!" 


He decides to humour his boyfriend and accompanies him downstairs, making soothing noises with his tongue 


that only seem to infuriate him. 
Izzy shoves Duff through the kitchen door and yells, "See! What did | tell you?!" 
"Erm, lz?" Duff calls over his shoulder, "there's no one here." 


Izzy storms into the kitchen, looking around in utter confusion. 


"Adler, you fuck! Where are you?" he screams. 
"l'm in the living room," Steven calls back, "and please tone down your fucking language, Stradlin!" 


Izzy sprints out of the kitchen, hauling Duff with him into the living room where Steven is sat on the couch, 
the squirming pink bundle of human baby nestled in his arms. 


"Seel" shouts Izzy at Duff. "Its a baby, just like | fucking told you!" 
Steven covers the baby's ears. 


"Please stop swearing in front of her," he implores. "She's just a sweet, innocent baby! That kind of filthy 


language could scar her for life." 
Duff is wondering if perhaps he's on the same acid trip as Izzy. 
"Where did you get it?" he asks. 


"Stop calling her it. Her name's Ellie," Steven snaps at him. "She belongs to Rob and Trish from two doors 


down" 
They have neighbours called Rob and Trish? And Steven knows them well enough to be given their baby? 
"Why?" Izzy questions. 


"How would | know why they're called Rob and Trish or why they live two doors down?" Steven replies irritably 


as he starts cooing at his arms again. 


"Tha.. that's not what | meant you moron" Izzy seethes, "I meant, why did they give you their baby? Please 
tell me you didn't swap your drum kit or something equally stupid for her!" 


Steven sniffs in disgust. 

"Of course not!" he states emphatically. "| was having breakfast with them like | do every Wednesday morning 
when Trish got a call to say her Nana was in the hospital so she and Rob had to rush off. They didn't have 
time to find a real babysitter so | offered to take care of Ellie for them. Don't worry, they're coming back 
soon. Tomorrow, in fact!" and he grins delightedly at his friends. 


Well, crap on a cracker! 


"Take her back home," Izzy demands. "You can babysit her there instead of here." 


"| can't," Steven answers. "Rob and Trish didn't have a spare key so | said I'd look after her here instead. | have 


all her stuff. Her bassinet, stroller, blankets, diaper bag, breast milk, the works!" 

"Breast milk. You have breast milk Here." Duff whispers in horror. 

"In the fridge, right next to the beer!" Steven tells him proudly. 

Izzy starts retching, his face whiter than a sheet. 

How are they going to explain this to Slash and Axl when they get back from wherever the fuck they are? 
Hello! We have acquired a baby and some breast milk in your absence! 

Christ! Why couldn't there have been a bear in the kitchen? 


WHY?! 
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Izzy has spent the last half hour trying to cajole Steven into taking the baby back to her own house where he 


can break in the front door and take care of her there. 

Steven has flat out refused on account of the fact that busting the door down will most likely cost him an 
arm and a leg in replacement fees. He seriously doubts Rob and Trish would accept an offer of free drum 
lessons in its place. 

"IFs just for one night, Izzy!" he exclaims. "You'll hardly know she's here, | promise!" 

Izzy KNOWS this just isn't true. He KNOWS that instead of spending the night getting Duff riled up to the point 
of actual screaming, he will be listening to a screaming baby and Steven singing made up nursery rhymes until 


he's the one screaming. He KNOWS this. He just fuckin’ KNOWS. 


‘Oh, God," Duff breathes, looking out the window. "Axl's coming and FUCK! Slash is with him! Izzy, head them off 
at the door," he commands, "Steven, hide the baby!" 


"Head ‘em off ? To where, exactly? Arizona? Do | look like a fuckin’ cattle rancher to you?" Izzy asks, enraged. 


"Just fuckin’ do it!" Duff urges as he grabs Steven and herds both him and Ellie upstairs, looking back over his 


shoulder with a pleading expression on his face. 
Izzy groans softly and trudges to the door. He pulls it open with a flourish and steps onto the porch. 
"HELLO!" he yells brightly, arms aloft as Axl and Slash walk towards him. "Where have you two been all day?" 


They both eye him warily. Izzy is not exactly known for meeting and greeting people in such a cheery fashion 


It immediately raises their suspicions. 

"What did you do?" Slash asks. 

"Why are you waiting for us on the porch like a kindergarten teacher on the first day of school?" Axl adds. 
"Can't a guy welcome his friends' home anymore?" Izzy grunts, looking offended, 


"They can. YOU, on the other hand, can't," Slash answers. 


Izzy ushers them inside and insists they go straight to the kitchen For a ‘chat, apparently. 


Axl has never had a ‘chat with anyone in his life. The very prospect terrifies him. He decides to inform his 


friends of this. 


Slash looks unimpressed before announcing he's going to make coffee and they can fuck off and make their own 
if they want some. 


"So where've you been, then?" Izzy asks, sitting on the table after shooing the cat off it. She stalks to the 


windowsill and resumes napping after a good hissing session. 


"I had to take Slash to that free clinic across town cos when he woke up this morning, he decided he had Lyme 
disease and might be dying," Axl tells him. 


Izzy raises an eyebrow. 

"Lyme disease?" he enquires, turning to look at Slash in disbelief. 

‘Obviously, he doesn't," Axl continues, "but as it turns out, he has no faith in me telling him he's a 
hypochondriac so he insisted we see a doctor who told him he IS a hypochondriac and just has a mild case of 
impetigo." 

Slash snorts pettily. 


"| coulda had Lyme disease," he mutters as he reaches into the fridge and pulls out a bottle of milk. 


He twists the top off and sniffs it to make sure it's not gone sour. It smells a little odd but then something 


that comes from a cow's udders isn't really meant to smell like pot pourri, he supposes. 

He pours a good drop into his coffee, takes a huge sip, swallows and then promptly spews it all back up again 
"WHAT THE FUCK?" he screeches, grabbing the bottle and glaring at it like it has just announced its intention to 
slam him in the throat with a baseball bat. "This isn't milk!" he exclaims, waving the offending item in Izzy's 
direction. "What is it?" he demands. 

Izzy's horrified. Absolutely horri-fuckin-fied. Slash has just had cafe-au-breast-milk. 

He cannot think of anything more disgusting or stomach churning even when he remembers that time Steven 
had brought home a bag of burger meat that was so rancid, it had maggots. He'd offered to make dinner for 


all of them. In return, they had left the house and not returned for best part of a week 


"Er, crap," he offers weakly. 


"It certainly fuckin’ tastes like it!" Slash thunders 
‘Let me try it," says Axl 

"NO! 

Izzy leaps to his feet and grabs the bottle, holding it close to his chest. 

He looks from Slash to Axl 

"Its breast milk" he whispers. "Steven has a baby and this is breast milk. To feed her with when she's hungry. 
And they're hiding upstairs with Duff cos we didn't know how you guys would react to Steven having a baby 
and breast milk so | was supposed to head you off and keep you distracted." he tapers off 

Axl stares at him. 

"Izzy?" he asks quardedly, "would you like me to take you to that clinic? You seem to be talking complete shit" 
Slash gags repeatedly. He has just consumed breast milk 

On top of that, Steven has a baby and he's hiding it upstairs with Duff 


And he has just consumed breast milk. He cannot stop dwelling on this fact. 


He rather wishes that doctor had told him he had Lyme disease. 


